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The Iriijlorie 

\ Vrin . Come Iuther,Frances. Fran, My Lord* 

Vrin. How long haft thou to ferue,Frances? 

Fran, Forfooth, Hue yecres, and as much as to. 

TV Frances. 

Fran. Anon, anon fir. 

Vrin, Fiue yeere,berlady a longleafe for the clinking of pew- 
ter; but F ranees, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play the coward 
with thy Indenture , and ihcwitafairepaire of hceles, and run 
from it? 

Fran. O Lord fir, ile be fworne vpon all the bookes in Eng- 
land, 1 could find in my heart* 

Voin. Frances* Fran . Anon fir. 

Vrin, How old art thou, Frances ? 

Fran. Let me fee,about Michaelmas next I fliall be* 

Voin, Frances* 

Fran, Anon fir, pray you /bay a little my Lord* 

Vrin, Nay but harke you Frances, for the fugar thou gaueft 
me, t" was ipeni, worth, wasn’t not? / 

F ran* O Lord, I would it had bin two. 

Pri#* I will giue thee for it, a thoufand pound^aske me when, 
thou wilt, and thou (halt haue it* 

Voin, Frances* Fran, Anon, anon* 

p yin. Anon Franccs,no Frances, but to morrow Frances: or 
Frances a Thurfday; or indeed Frances when thou wilt. But 
Frances. 

V ran. My Lord . 

Vrin, Wilt thou rob this leatherne Ierkin , cri flail button* 
not-patcd,agat ring, puke Rocking, Caddie e garter , fmooth 
tongue, fpannli pouch? 

Fran. O Lord fir, who doe you meane? 

Vrin. Why, then your browne baftard is your onely drinke? 
for looke you Frances , your white canuas doublet will fulley* 
In Barb ary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Fran, Whatfir? « Foin. Frances. 

Vrin. Away you rogue, doft thou not hcare them call. 

Here they both call htmjhe Drafter ft ands amazed ^ nt knowing 
tyhich way iogoc. Enter Vintner. 

Vint . What,ltandll thou ftil, and heard fuch a calling? looke 
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to the ghefts within. My Lord, old fir Iohn with Iialfe a denizen 
more are at the doore,fhall I let them in? 

Prw*Let them alone awhile,and then open the dootvPoines, 

p oi, Anon,anon fir* Enter Voines. 

' Prince . Sirra,Falifalffe and the reft of die theeiies are at the 
doore,ihall we be merry? 

p oi. As merry as Crickets,my lad,but harke ye,what cunning 
march haue you made with this ieft of the Drawer? come, what’s 
the lflue ? 

Vrin, I am now of all humours, drat haue fhewed themfelues 
humours fince the old dayes of goodman Adam, to the pupill 
age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight. What’s a clocke, 
Frances ? 

Fran. Anon, anon fir* 

Vrin. That euer this fellowe (hould haue fewer words then 
aParrat,& yet the fonne ofa woman.His induftrie is vp ftaircs 
and downe ftaircs 3 his eloquence the parcel ofa reckoning*! am 
not yet of Percies minde, the Hotfpur of the North, he thatkiU 
mefome fixeorfeuendouzenofScotsata breakefafl , walhes 
his handes,and fayes to his wife,Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
worke* O my fweet Harry faies fhe 1 how many Juft thou kild 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fayes hee ) and aun* 
fivers fo me fourteen e, an hour after : a trifle, atnflle. I prethce 
call in Falftalffcjile play Percy, and that damndc brawne fhall 
play Dame Mortimer his wife. Bjtto faies the drunkard : call in 
Ribs, call in Tallow. 

Enter Falftalffe, 

P oi. Welcome Iacke, where haft thou bene? 

Falf, A pbgue of al cowards 1 fay, and a vengeance ton.mar^ 
ry and Amen: giue me a cup of lacke boy* L’re Head tins life 
long,ile fow neathcr ftocks,and mend them, & fooce them too* 
A plague of all cowards. Giue me a cup of facke.rogue, is there 
no vertue extant ? he dr inker h. 

Vrin. Didff thou neuer fee Titan kific a difli of b utter,pitiful 
harted 1 itan that melted atthe iweettale of die foiines? if thou 
didft^then behold tliat compound. 

D 3 Falf, 



